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Tomi, sitting in the artists’ area food-and-beer tents, gazed at a certain pair of figures in the distance, 
frustration and a touch of jealousy in his eyes. "I can't believe | fell for his lines," he muttered. "| can't believe 


| still give a shit" 


Santeri, staring morosely at the same pair of figures, blinked when he realized which direction Tomi was looking. 


"That fucker did it to you, too?" he asked the shorter man quietly. "Asshole never changes." 
"Huh?" Tomi belatedly realized he must have said something out loud. "| don't know what." 


"What l'm talking about?" Santeri asked with a mirthless chuckle. "Or more accurately, who. Esa, the bastard, 
who else? With his pretty words and pretty eyes, he knows just how to make you feel special, doesn't he? 
Until suddenly you're not special anymore, because he's found a new special person," he concluded, his tone 


bitter and regretful. 


Tomi opened his mouth to protest once more, then his shoulders slumped, and he sighed. "I shouldn't care 


anymore, but | do," he admitted. 


"He is easy to fall for," Santeri admitted in turn. "It's too bad he's such an asshole." He changed the subject 
abruptly. "Want to get out of here? We can go watch some of the early bands or randomly offer photographs 


to anyone we spot wearing an Amorphis t-shirt or something. | imagine that'll be more fun that hanging 


around back here, where we can't even have a beer without him turning up with his new toy." 
"You know, | think I'd like that," Tomi answered, sounding almost surprised. 


The two men finished their food and beers quickly and headed for the Amorphis bus to grab sunglasses and 
ball caps before making their way into the festival grounds. They watched a couple of bands, and then they 
spotted a group of younger-looking teens all wearing Silent Waters t-shirts. 


Tomi grinned. "Do you really want to just go up and start talking to them?" 


"Why not?" Santeri said with a grin of his own. "It might make their day." He snickered and then suggested, 
"How about we approach them as if they were some kind of big stars and we want their autographs or 


something?" 


Tomi laughed. "You've got a weird sense of humor, Kallio. Let's do it! Should | squeal like a girl when we 


approach them?" 
"Your call on that, Joutsen," Santeri retorted. "Can you even pull off a squeal?" 


"Good question," Tomi admitted cheerfully. He didn't know why he suddenly felt so much better, but he 
suspected it had to do with knowing he wasn't the only person to have fallen for Esa's persuasiveness, even if 
he never would have expected that Santeri was another of Esa's victims. Well, that, and he always liked 


interacting with fans. Without them, Amorphis would be nothing, after all. 


They waited until the little group of kids headed towards the gate leading to the camping area, then pounced. 
Hurrying up to the group, Santeri took the lead. "Oh my God, | can't believe it!" he gushed, pulling off a credible 


imitation of an excited girl of about thirteen. "Please, please tell me we can get a picture with you!" 


Tomi, somehow managing not to snicker at Sande's melodramatic acting, slipped into a role of his own. "Please?" 


he begged the kids. "It would mean soooo much to us!" 


The kids paused when Santeri first approached, looking completely confused. Then Tomi stepped in, and their 
expressions morphed from confusion to disbelief. "You're kidding.. no way... this isn't happening." came from 


various mouths. 


The two men chuckled. "Yeah, it's happening," Santeri told them. "Tomi and | were bored, so we decided to come 


out and see a couple of bands before we have to get back to our obligations." 


"And when we saw you all had our shirts on, we thought you might like the chance for pictures, without 
having to queue for the Amorphis signing session tomorrow,’ Tomi added. "But if you really want, we can go 


away and leave you alone.” 


"Oh, hell no!" one of the kids exclaimed. "Don't you know the rule? Pictures or it didn't happen. No one will ever 


believe us, if we don't have evidence." 
Tomi laughed. "Well then, let's see about giving you kids that evidence." 


The two men posed for pictures with each of the kids. Then one of the kids produced a white laundry marking 
pen and asked them to autograph their shirts. They obliged, then after a round of profuse thanks from the 
kids, Tomi and Sande headed back to the artists’ area while the kids returned to their camp, chattering 
excitedly. 


Once in the artists' area, Sande pulled Tomi off to a quiet corner rather than heading straight back to the 
Amorphis bus. "Tomi, | owe you an apology," he said awkwardly. "I know | was kind of a dick when you first 


joined Amorphis - truth is, | was jealous." 


Tomi's eyes widened, then he nodded. "So, you and Esa, then? He was with you until | joined? Dropped you when 
he took up with me?" 


"Yeah," Sande admitted. "I'd held out against him for a while, knew it was likely a bad idea to get involved with a 
bandmate, but as I'm sure you know, he can be awfully persuasive. We were together for a couple of years, 
more than long enough for me to catch feelings beyond ‘friends with benefits that was all he ever apparently 


felt for me." 


"If I'd known he was with someone when he started pursuing me, I'd have turned him down," Tomi said. "So, for 
what its worth, I'm sorry too. But as you say, he can be awfully persuasive. And then, yeah, looks like he did 
me the way he did you; sucked me in, got me to catch feelings, and now he's off with his new someone 
special." He sighed. "But if it makes you feel better, you weren't that much of a dick to me. A little cold maybe, 


but you were civil enough even if we didn't become close friends - and now | know why that didn't happen" 
"Maybe we should try to become friends?" Sande suggested. "We've got something in common, after all." 


"Yeah, we both got fucked over by Esa fucking Holopainen," Tomi said. "But you know? | think | would like to be 
friends. Be nice if something good comes out of the shitshow, right?" 


"Exactly," Santeri agreed. 


They headed back to the bus after that and got through their performance that night along with the 
autograph session the following afternoon. At the end of the festival, they all climbed aboard the bus for the 
trip to Helsinki. Everyone but Esa, who sent word that he would get himself back to the capital as a friend had 


offered him a ride. 


Jan rolled his eyes. "And we all know what kind of ride, too," he muttered to Niclas. "Guess he ran out of 


bandmates who swing both ways, now he's looking for fun in other bands." 


Santeri and Tomi heard as well and exchanged a glance. 
"Wonder who was before me," Sande mumbled. 
"Who left after you took up with him?" Tomi asked. "I bet that's who." 


"Well, it doesn't matter," Santeri decided. "Want to go fishing or something tomorrow? With a North American 
tour upcoming, | want to do something active before we get stuck on planes and buses for the next few 


months. 
"Yeah, sounds good," Tomi said. "Is there somewhere special you like to go?" 


"Not really, I'm more interested in just getting out there, you know?" Sande said. "Want to discuss it over 


coffee" 


"Yeah, I'll go get some," Tomi said, moving to the kitchenette of the bus and pouring two cups from the big pot 
there. "How do you take yours?" he called back to Santeri. 


"Black, please," Sande answered. 


The two men settled in with their coffees and talked for the whole of the ride to Helsinki. Over the next week, 
Sande and Tomi got to know each other, and Sande felt that much worse about having refused to be more 
than simply polite to his newest bandmate ever since Tomi joined Amorphis. For his part, Tomi was glad that 
Sande gave him a chance; he knew that by getting involved with Esa almost as soon as he'd joined Amorphis, 
he'd not made much effort to get to know any of his bandmates beyond the basics, simply because he'd been 
too busy following Esa around like a puppy. 


When the North American tour started, Tomi and Sande continued to spend quite a bit of time together, 
although Tomi made a point of also spending some time with Jan, Niclas, and Tomi Kousuvaari, trying to make 
up a bit for his Esa-induced stupidity of the last couple of years. Meanwhile Esa, currently involved with their 
opening band Samael's guitarist Makro, spent more time on Samael's bus than on the Amorphis bus with his 


bandmates. 


At the halfway point in the tour, they had a three-day break scheduled. Jan came up with the idea to go to a 
nearby amusement park for a day of riding roller coasters and seeing what new deep-fried abominations the 
Americans were selling this year. Tomi K, not a thrill ride enthusiast, declined the invitation, and Esa was 
nowhere to be found as was usual, but Niclas, Sande, and Tomi thought that an amusement park sounded like 


fun, and so the four squeezed into a taxi and headed out. 


The group stuck together long enough to ride all four roller coasters together, then Jan and Niclas decided 
they were hungry and took off in search of something greasy and guaranteed to deliver a bellyache. 


Sande shook his head as they went, laughing. "Those two are crazy. The last time they did this, it was deep- 
fried Twinkies - if you aren't familiar with those, be glad," he said with a chuckle. "Twinkies are these 
disgustingly sweet yellow sponge cake snacks, filled with a sweet vanilla cream. They supposedly are so full of 
absolute crap that they never go stale. Now picture that battered, deep-fried, topped with powdered sugar, 


and served with raspberry sauce." 


Tomi made a face. "I think I'm glad you didn't tell me about those things until after we rode the roller 


coasters, because the description alone is enough to make me feel sick." 
"Believe me, | understand!" Sande said. "Wanna go waste some money on the games?" 


"Yeah, why not?" Tomi said with a grin. They meandered along the pathway, deciding to stop and play a game 
that involved numbered mechanical horses racing along a "track" near the top of the booth, propelled by 
players aiming a water gun at a small target with each target corresponding to a different horse. "I like those 
panda bear prizes you can win here," Tomi commented as they settled down behind the water guns for horses 
3 and 4. Two other people approached the booth, picking horses 2 and 6, so the booth operator said the winner 


could pick a mid-sized prize. 

"| love games like these, no matter what the prizes are," Sande commented with a smile. 

Everyone picked up their water guns and took aim, then a bell rang and jets of water sprayed across the 
booth. Tomi's aim was slightly off; he adjusted quickly but with the poor start, his Number 3 horse lagged 
about a half a length behind the rest. Another bell rang and the water shut off. Tomi looked up to see the 


Number 4 horse lit up. "Looks like you win, Sande," he said. "Congratulations!" 


"Thanks," Sande said with a smile. He picked out a panda for his prize, and as they walked away from the booth, 
held it out to Tomi. "Here, since you like the pandas, you keep this one." 


Tomi blinked, flushing a little. "You won it, though, Sande. | wasn't trying to hint..." 

| know you weren't," Santeri said softly, trying not to notice that Tomi looked awfully cute when flustered. "But 
| just wanted to play for the fun of playing, | don't care about the prizes. And you said you liked the pandas, so 
that's why | picked it when | won" 

"Well... okay, I'll take it," Tomi said, "but I'll buy lunch, okay?" 


‘Its a date," Sande agreed with a smile. 


Tomi took the panda and told himself that no, he didn't really just get butterflies in his stomach at the 
thought of a date with Santeri. 


They wandered through the park a bit more and decided on the wonderfully messy but tasty chili-cheese dogs 
and fries for their lunch along with bottled water as the park didn't sell beer. Afterwards, they walked through 


a section of the park that contained quieter rides, a carousel, a big wave swinger, a ghost train, and a garden 
with a hedge maze and a lake with swan boats. 


"Let's ride the boats," Tomi suggested. 
Santeri hesitated. "Are you sure?" he asked. "| mean, | know it's all superstition and everything, but.. swans?" 


"Yes, swans," Tomi said. He took a deep breath and said, "I don't know about you, but | want to put everything 
that happened with Esa to rest. | want to move on - I'm over him, but | need to be able to trust again, you 
know? So the stupid Tomi that took whatever shit he handed out is dead and going to cross Tuonela on the 
back of the swan. He can stay there and rot, and I'll be a new and improved Tomi." He grinned a little and added, 


"Silly, | know. But | feel that way - like | need to do something symbolic to give me the proper closure.’ 


"No," Santeri said thoughtfully, "it's not silly at all" Tomi had the right idea, of giving the whole sorry mess a 
proper closure. Maybe that's why he'd been unable to move on in two years, despite wanting to do so. And the 
more time he spent with Tomi, the more he wanted to move on with his life. "Honestly, maybe doing something 
like that will help me let go of the past and the trust issues and move on as well. Let's do it" 


The day being warm to the Finns, but cool by local standards, they didn't have to wait very long to get into a 
boat. Tomi climbed aboard first, his shorter legs making it easier to slide across the bench to the farther 
seat. He tucked his panda in beside him, wrapped in a plastic bag against splash damage, as Santeri attempted 


to fold his long legs into a comfortable position in the narrow space. 


"Stick your foot over here if you need to, Sande," Tomi offered. "If you spread out a little, you should have 
enough room." He smiled and added, "Good thing these are powered boats on a track, and not the kind you have 


to pedal." 


"Thanks, Tomi," Sande said with a smile, sliding his right foot sideways behind Tomi's left leg. The position wasn't 
uncomfortable, so he gave a nod to the ride operator who lowered the lap bar and sent the swan on its 


Journey. 


Tomi closed his eyes for a moment, his lips moving in a silent communication - with God, with himself, with 
the ancient spirits, Sande wasn't about to ask. He closed his own eyes for a long moment as well, doing a deep 


breathing exercise that an early tour manager had recommended to the band to combat stress. 


Tomi opened his eyes as he became very aware of the warmth of Santeri's leg against his own. He covertly 
studied the tall keyboardist, admiring his blond hair and narrow jaw, and thinking about how good a friend he'd 
proven to be. Sande opened his grey-blue eyes just then, catching him staring and causing him to blush. 


Sande finished the breathing exercise, slowly becoming very aware of the warmth of Tomi's leg against his 
own. The singer wasn't conventionally handsome with his long dark dreadlocks, but Sande thought his dark 
brown eyes were beautiful. He opened his eyes to see Tomi looking at him and felt a sudden surge of.. 
something... when the singer blushed. 


"Tomi?" Santeri asked softly. "Are you okay?" 
"That was kind of awkward," Tomi responded, not really sure how to answer the question 


"It doesn't have to be," Sande murmured. "I was looking at you, too." Just then, the swan boat slipped into a 
dark ‘cave' near the back end of the lake, next to a manufactured waterfall that chattered brightly over rocks 
to cascade into the lake. Taking advantage of the darkness, Sande reached out to loosely take Tomi's hand, 
giving the singer the opportunity to pull away if he wanted. 


Tomi's breath caught as Santeri took his hand. Then he took a deep breath and twined his fingers with the 
keyboardist's. "No, it doesn't have to be," he said softly. "Just - what exactly do you want from me? | just - 


after last time, | need to know." 


"le been catching feelings; the better we've gotten to know each other, the more I've grown to care for you," 


Sande confessed. "| wasn't sure if | should say anything, though, given how recently everything happened to 
you." 


"So have I," Tomi admitted. He took a deep breath and lifted his free hand to Sande's cheek, leaning in and gently 


pressing his lips to Santeri's. 


Sande thought his heart would stop when Tomi kissed him. It was a soft kiss, gentle and tender, almost 
exploratory in nature, but a kiss that definitely communicated the singer's feelings. He returned that kiss with 
all the hope in his heart, bringing his free hand up to rub gently at the back of Tomi's neck. 


A sudden glare of light startled them as the swan boat emerged from the tunnel once more. They broke their 
kiss, but kept their fingers entwined as the swan boat slowly made its way along the track back to the loading 
station They got off the boat, Tomi, remembering at the last moment to grab the panda that Sande won and 
gave him, and started back towards the busier section of the park, knowing that they needed to meet up with 
Jan and Niclas soon, to head back to the hotel. 


"Tomi," Sande said seriously before they left the quiet section of the park behind. "We'll take this as fast or 
slow as you're comfortable with, okay? | won't push you into anything, not after what happened to us both - 
especially since it happened to you so recently.” 


"l appreciate that, Sande, more than you know," Tomi said quietly. He leaned up to give the taller man one last 
sweet kiss before they entered the busy areas. "Thank you for being you." He paused and asked, "What's your 


room number, just in case | feel like visiting later?" 


Santeri smiled and told him. 


